
C, a portly gentleman 'who had stfücEfrom tfálp"s!h' Vóiiñ yo premlses:" TEe echoes where once the Indian
of Mr. Morgan's famous blood- - whoop scared the birds. Hence It can

hounds were with him and the boys hardly be considered startling or even
learned, with astonishment, that the remarkable to And good games in full
dreaded s were rather blast upon the Rio Grande games

which may not be played with big

freely. 1Whoever laesoeoTme wanted
that belt. They Jerked me in among
thefee bushes, flung me on my face,
and went through me in less' than five
seconds' time. And they got the belt,
they got the belt, and ran away with
It!" Brockett again collapsed with
laughter.

"Didn't you see them at all, my
boy?" questioned the chaplain.

"No, sir," Brockett replied. They'
jerked me in here so fast I had no
chance to turn, and then laid me face
downward, so that I couldn't see them.
They didn't even speak, but robbed
me and were gone befora I could even
roll over and look after them. It was
finely done Just the way the wild
west melodramas used to have the
Mexican villain lasso the heroic cow-

boy."
"Didn't they get anything besides

the belt?" asked Solano.
"Yes, they did." And again Brock-

ett was convulsed. "They got a nice
set ot nonsensical messages and
faked ciphers that I put in four hours
constructing on the train. I hope they
get rich with their plunder."

An old trooper, a veteran of the
plains, had pushed a short distance
into the chaparral while this conver

0? 1 sation was going on.
"There was three ot 'em, sir," he

reported to the captain of Company C.
"Two was Mexicans, one a cheap fel-

low that didn't amount to much, nnd
the other a vaquero, with new,

shoes, and a new black vel
veteen jacket. His arm caught on
some thorns, sir, and here's a bit of
the goods. The third one was a lit- -
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tie man at least, his feet were very
small and he wore regular city
shoes. That's all the trail tells, sir.
I suppose they had horses the other
side of this brush, and are a l.:..,
ways from here by now."

Six troopers rode out, beating tbe
chaparral, but with little hope of over-
taking the The tri-
umphant common citizens and the de-

feated cavalry returned to camp, ex-

changing much persiflage, and map-
ping out the preliminaries for tbe
third game of the series. Brockett
and Solano, assigned to a comfortable
tent, started a debate as to the iden-
tity of their latest adversary.

"The fact that he was a small man,
leaving a small track," said Solano,
"seems to indicate that our Japanese
friend swam out ot the North river.
Doesn't it look that way?"

"It surely does," assented Brockett
"Still, the German baron may have a
few small men as his confederates.
That would be possible, wouldn't it?"

"The baron is still locked up at
Little Rock," objected Solano. "He
would have considerable difficulty In
directing any operations from the cell

out on his last previous appearance,
He barely grazed the ball and raised
a tiny fly that hovered over third.

Solano settled with eager hands for
the catch. Just as the ball landed in1

his glove, the trooper who was coach
ing at third bellowed, like a foghorn:
"The spider! Look out for the taran
tula, boy look out for the spider!

With a startled yell Solano sprang
nimbly backward. The ball fell with
a chugging thud and rolled away. Two
runs crossed the platter, and the
whole regiment gave vent to wild and
woolly howls of glee. Solano, a bright
crimson suffusing bis olive counte
nance, said never a word, but Brock
ett, far out, shrieked at tbe absurdity
of tbe thing.

After this the tide of battle ebbed
and flowed. The common citizens be-
gan to hit the distinguished marks-
man who was pitching, and got back
tnose two runs in the fifth Inning.
They accumulated two more In the
sixth, thanks to a neat drive by
Brockett, and Solano got some meas
ure of revenge In the seventh when he
caught a liner and stepped on third
before a runner could get back. The
cavalry rallied in the eighth, but could
push in only one man. They turned
into tbe ninth with the score 4 to a
In favor of the' common citizens, and
the audience rooting like wild men.

The moving-pictur- e man fed the
first batsman a high, fast ball, and it
whizzed past first for two bases. A
strikeout disposed of the next man,
while the next drew four balls. The
chaplain came up, tried to catch the
Infield napping with a bunt, and was
thrown out at first, leaving men on
third and second, with two down.

The bugler caught a slow, tantaliz-
ing curve squarely on the trade-mar-

and It soared out over center field.
Brockett ran back, back and kept on
traveling. At the very edge of a mos-
quito clump far behind his position he
gathered in the ball and heard a tre-
mendous outburst of applause from
the assemblage. He arched the ball
back into the infield, started to walk
back to the bench and then some-
thing swished through the air, and a
loop settled round his shoulders. The
lasso was pulled In with rapid hands,
and Brockett vanished behind the
mesqulte clump before be could even
give a warning cry.

CHAPTER XXV.

It doesn't take long for a crowd of
husky athletes to traverse the dis-
tance between the home plate and cen
terfield. As Brockett disappeared be
hind the mesqulte. half a dozen ball
players, with a yell of surprise and
rage, dashed across the diamond. It

'

was less than half a minute before
they reached the point where the las- -

soed youngster had last been visible,
but all that they found was Brockett
himself, still mixed up with the coils
of a lariat, his shirt half-tor- n off, the
waistband of his trousers ripped, and
his pockets Inside out. His assailants,
whoever they might have been, had
vanished Into the chaparral, and the
crackling of the underbrush gave evi-

dence that they were rapidly widen--1

lng the distance between themselves
and the avenging cavalry.

"What was It?" "Who roped you?"
"Are you hurt?" the players chorused,
as they picked up the rumpled but
uninjured centerflelder. Brockett
freed from the tangling rope, shook'
himself, made an effort to readjust his
torn clothing, and then sat down on
the grass, rocking with laughter.

"I'm not hurt," he explained, be-
tween spasms of merriment, "but I

' Js "f
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think somebody's feelings will be in
jured. Somebody is going to be badly
stung."

"Your belt is gone!" cried Solano.
"Yes. That's the best part of It,"

gurgled Brockett "Half an hour be-

fore the game, not wishing to be too
heavily weighted, I took my money,
my packets of letters everything of
any value or any weight and placed
thorn In tbe safe at headquarters. The
captain of Company F fixed it all up
for me. That took two or three
pounds and a lot of bulk off my waist,
and gave, ma a chano to work, more
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YNOP8IS.

CHAPTER I Secret Service Chief Wil-kt-

pussled over the theft of the Gov-
ernment! cipher, calle to his aid Detec-tib- e

Plnkwell. They think they have
dleoovered a new cipher, when the office
boy, Brockett, telle them Its "The Dla-m-

Cipher" and atarte for the ball park.

CHAPTER n Brockett, Chula Im
Kan, a Siamese, Ramon Solano, a Cuban,
together with some twenty other young-eter- s

practice baseball playing until dark..
One of Wllktns' stenographers Is seen to'
pasa paper to mysterious stranger.

CHAPTER Til Ae outcome of Brook-etf- a
cipher, the ball player and Solano

are engaged by government for mysteri-
ous mission. Tazlmoto, mysterious Jap,:
calls on Brockett

CHAPTER falls Into Yasl-inot-

trap, a nght follows, Brockett
oomlng out on top; Messenger McKane
coining to rescue.

CHAPTER V McKane was bearer of
the myetertous cipher; Is also a ball play-
er.

CHAPTER VI Tasimoto returns to
headquarters and reports his failure to
obtain the cipher to Baron Zollern: Miss.
Lawson, the stenographer, also reports to
the Baron.

CHAPTER kett and Solano
nave encounter with the Baron In which
the latter comes out second best

CHAPTER Vm-Broc- kett and Solano
arrive In Jersey City; make appointment
to meet McGlnnity, the "Iron Alan,' base-
ball manager.

.CHAPTER IX Brockett and Solano ar-
rive In New York and run Into a Chi-
nas Tong war; rescued by a white man,

CHAPTER T nh nlan nf fii,.
found to be a trap; find themselves pris-
oners of Taxlmoto. Kelly to rescue,
mulches Jap out of tlO.OOO.

CHAPTER XI Kelly turns the money
Over to Brookett

CHAPTER kett and Solano
nave encounter with tough gang, but are
protected by Kelly's men.

CHAPTER Xm-- On sleeper Cleveland-Boun-
the Baron detected In act of rif-

ling Solano's berth. Jumps, from train.
CHAPTER XIV At Detroit the messengers ao to ball rama, receive morn.

glyphs in mysterious manner and depart
sor i;mcago.

CHAPTER In Chlcatro,
the messengers are robbed by a "transom
tmei; the baron again appears.

CHAPTER XVT-T- he Baron offers to
assist in recovering the stolen papers.

CHAPTER XVII The Messengers find
the stolen papers In the possession of a
giant negro.

CHAPTER XVni-Af- ter a fierce battle
witn negroes ürockett and Solano wakeup In Jail.

CHAPTER XIX-T- he Messengers and
police visit the Tenderloin in search of
the stolen property.

CHAPTER XX-T- he thief Is found In a
"hop joint." a follower and part of
the "booty" Is recovered.

CHAPTER receiv-
ing another hieroglyphic message, themessengers boar a train for the West
and are later arrested by bogus Arkansas
sheriff.

CHAPTER XXII Brockett and Solano
knock the sheriff and his deputies down
and his deputies down and take to the
wods.

"Good Idea, boy. Good idea,"
chuckled the sheriff. 'Til do it Do
It right away."

And a few hours later, various high-
ly valued documents, papers that
would cause tremendous stirrings in
the land of the Black Eagle, were en
route to Washington. The sheriff, by
way of good measure and variety, pre-
sented the boys with a set of the
photographic duplicates, kept a set
himself, and sent still another Bet to
official friends in Chicago. As to the
baron: He raved. He called heaven
and the Infernal regions alike to wit-
ness that dire calamities would de-

scend upon the Uuned States, the state
of Arkansas, the city of Little Rock,
and the hardy sheriff, unless his pa-

pers were returned and all duplicates
destroyed. Whereupon the sheriff, ap-

parently but little frightened, bad the
baron photographed while at the
height of bis oratory, and presented
the boys with souvenir copies of the
proofs.

Late in the evening, somewhat re-

freshed by the hospitality of the sher-
iff, the boys resumed their Journey.
The sheriff himself escorted tbem to
the train, and with him came Pod
Morgan, owner of the bloodhounds baf-
fled by the pepper trick a few short
l ours before. Mr. Morgan showed no
resentment against the youngsters,
and even insisted on sending a young
hound to the home address of each
one "a dawg," as Mr. Morgan stated
it, "that'll be a real comfort to yore
fambly. an' will be mighty useful when I

it comes tuh.keepln' foreign snakes

small, measly-lookin- g creatures, not
large enough or powerful enough to
make a good fight against a

and answering In no description
the stories or the pictures wblcb pass
current In all literature.

"Real bloodhounds," explained Mr.
Morgan, grlnnlngly, "has come tub. be
nothln' but show dawgs, with long
ears that d git cotched In the brambles
In a mlnnlt. Yuh turn a pack of real
bloodhounds loose atter a man, an'
they'd all sit down on their tails an'
yell right helpless. Real, genuwlne,

dawgs is a wuss mixture
than Injun an" nigger but they can
toiler, an' they can find."

"They don't look," ventured Solano,
"as It they would tear a man to pieces
when they caught him."

Mr. Morgan and the sheriff d

long and loud.
"No, son, they don't look that way,

and they ain't," gurgled the delighted
Mr. Morgan. "What's more, there
never was no man-eatl- dawgs used
ter chase nobody, not even niggers.
In the old slavery days, when a nig-
ger run away, the thing to do was tuh
catch him, but not tuh kill him. Kill
a $1,000 nigger? Son, that would be
plumb Idiotic, wouldn't it? The hounds
was simply used tuh toller him, lo-

cate him, an' make a racket till the
hunters could come up an' get the
man."

"In Cuba," put In Solano, "the Span
iards used real bloodhounds, and
fierce ones too, to run down and kill
the Indians.

"Well," assented Mr. Morgan, "that
would be plumb diffrunt. An Injun Is
a diffrunt beast from a nigger. Your
nigger was mighty valuable you had
to look out fer his hide. Your Injun
was mighty dangerous, an' better dead
than llvln'. See the dlffrunce, sonny?
Tell me, whar did you pick up that
pepper trick?

"Cuban scheme," explained Solano.
in the Ten Years' war, my father

ana nis friends threw the Spaniards
on tne trail a dop times that way.'

treat idee, quoth Mr. Morgan. "I
don't bear you boys the least

fer it but somebody's got tuh make
good fer them dawgs, an' I reckon it'll
have tuh be the German."

The travelers were accustomed to
receiving notes by now and they were
hardly surprised when Brockett, as
the train moved out, received a small
white envelope from the band of the
friendly sheriff.

"Came by mail this afternoon,"
cried the sheriff as the station receded
ijito distance. "Note to me. with it.
Note said to give if to you as the
train started. Good-bye- , boys, and
good luck go with you!"

And the note bore, in the same mys-
terious code, simply these directions;

"3BH Fin W W WP Pos PO TC B
2BH PB PO TC TC BA TC Fin TO
SB TC W TO W TC Fin AB PO SH."

"Hurry along and look out for
trouble," Brockett translated. "I'd risk
something that there's plenty of that
article still ahead of us "

CHAPTER XXIV.

There Isn't much that can be said
abo-j- t certain stretches along the Rio
Grande, except that tbey are undoubt
edly those portions ot Texas wblcb
made a great general declare that If
he had that state and the Infernal
regions at bis disposal he'd live in
hell and rent out Texas. Mesqulte and
prickly brush;' Jungles bisected here
and there with thorny trails; habita
tions almost as scattered and as sel
dom visible as in the days when the
Comanche and the Lipan rode abroad
In the land that is the Rio Grande
border. It is an Ideal country tor
smugglers, cattle-thieve- s and revolu
tionists, Just as It was once the happy
hunting ground of the most pernicious
red men.

Still, it doesn't much matter what
the section of the land may Le, or
what the scenery may amount to. If
It is In these United States and
there is a patch of fairly level ground

leonmnKIn mill ha - Kail
m progress any pleasant afternoon,
and ti6 arifik of the Jat wll rouse

league skill, but which are filled with
liveliness and pepper, loud outcries
and troubles for the umpire.

The second game ot the great se
ries between the Fourth cavalry and
the common citizens promised to be
the warmest battle seen on the banks
ot the big river in several moons.
While the cavalry had won the first
contest 17 to 9 on heavier bitting,
the common citizens war correspond-
ents and camera artists in the main
had been reinforced the night beforo
the second tussle. Two lithe, sinewy
youngsters had blown into camp, as-

serting that they had some small, un-

important business with the com-

mander. As that official had tempo-
rary business at San Antonio, tho
boys had been made welcome and giv-

en quarters while awaiting his return.
Baseball, of course, had been one of
the earliest topics of conversation, and
the newcomers showed Intense eager-
ness to break into the game. As any-
one outside ot army circles was eligi-
ble and the common citizens were
short-hande- the new arrivals were
promptly drafted into service. Brock-
ett was detailed to guard centerfield,
while Ramon Solano was listed for
third base. Both youngsters, while
wild to have at least one day of diven
sion, were modest and diffident when
asked to play, and declared that they
didn't want to crowd any other fel-

lows oft the team. It was explained,
however, that Sanborn, the estimable
war correspondent of the New ' York
Whirl, had counted himself out with a
charley-horse- , while Summers, kodak- -

man of the Chicago Blizzard, had been
stung by a scorpion not .seriously,
but squarely on the right wrist, dis
abling him from further baseball do
ing's. That left two vacancies, and
the appearance of the boys was
blessing to the common citizens' ar
ray.

Brockett and Solano warmed up
with real delight when the teams were
summoned to the field. Tbey had
found friends a Jovial crowd of news
paper men and photographic experts

and the minor officers of the regi-
ment had likewise extended them a
warm welcome. The Polo Grounds,
as the troopers proudly styled the ball
yard, was somewhat humpy in places,
and rather diversified with cactus In
others, but everybody concerned had
seen far worse arenas for the game.
Grandstand there was none, but long
lines of cracker-boxe- beer cases and
brush heaps afforded sitting room,
while hundreds of the enthusiastic
bugs stood as close to the base lines

fas they dared. Mexican ranchers,
Mexican peons, rurales on short fur-
loughs, "lungers" who bad sought that
region for their health, and soldiers by
the hundred such was the assembly,
and it Is doubtful If any ball game
ever was played before a more up-

roarious crowd.
A college man who was directing

things for a moving-pictur- concern
went in. as pitcher for the common
citizens, and seemed fairly capable.
He stopped the cavalry hltless for
two Innings, pop files and strikeouts
quickly disposing of the warriors. The
common citizens were equally help-
less with the stick. Brockett and So-

lano, the newcomers, on whom the
common citizens were counting for
material batting help, failed in the
pinch on their first times up. Brock-
ett raised a foul fly to the fat ser
geant; who was catching, and Solano
grounded to a farrier who was play
ing short.

In the third Inning the troopers be
gan to land on the moving-pictur- e

man and two hits were followed by a
fumble on the part of a contractors'
agent, who was covering second. With
the bases full, the movlng-plctur- man
put on the steam, struck out the chap-
lain of the regiment usually a cork-
ing good batter and made tbe bugler
pop to the first baseman. Tbe next
man up was the captain of Company

where we last saw him. I can't Bee
anyone in this but the gentle Jap.
Can you?"

"It appears to be some of his play-
ful doings," said Brockett "He has
kept himself well under cover, though.
The officers who keep their eyes and
ears open all tell me that no Jap-
anese gentlemen have been seen In
this viclnitja"

Solano smiled, significantly. 'That;
may be but did it ever occur to you,
that the average Chinaman looks very1
much like the average Japanese? And
there are quite a few Chinamen along'
the river, so I'm told."

The boys looked out of the tent and
gazed upon the dreary panorama of
brush, rock, sand and turbid river.
Then, smitten with the pangs of ex-- ,
cellent appetites and remembering an
invitation to the eating-plac-e of the:
war correspondents, they stepped over '

the threshold. A Mexican poorly
clad, miserable of appearance, inter-
cepted them.

"I beg pardon, señores."
"Tell it in Spanish, it you can't in

English," said Solano, amiably. The
Mexican at once started a brief, but;
energetio oration in the Castlllan!
tongue, and wound it up by pressing!
a soiled piece of cardboard Into So-- .
lano's hand. .. . J

To be continued


